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^P>: f o'fiO 



TO 



THE VOLUNTEERS OF GREAT-BRITAIN, 



WHO HAVE NOBLY STEPPED FORTH 



TO PROTECT THEIR COUNTRY 



FROM THE THREATENED 



INVASION 



OF A BLOOD-THIRSTY AND AMBITIOUS 



FOE, 



THIS POEM IS DEDICATED, 



BY 



THEIR WARM ADMIRER, 



AND FELLO W-P A T R I O T, 



THE AUTHOR. 



JIBWERTISEMEJVT. 



JL HE Author hopes, on account of his youtb, to obtain in- 
dulgence for the following Poem, written during the laft Mid- 
furamer vacation of Midkurfi School. — As he has now quitted this 
Seminary, he takes the earlieft opportunity of publicly acknow- 
ledging his many and great obligations to its head Mafter, the 
Rev. John Wool ; whofe found erudition, unremitted attention, 
and fuavity of temper, muft ever entitle him to the Refpedl and 
Love of his Pupils.— To Mr. Wool the Author may with pro- 
priety addrefs himfelf in the words of Horace, 

" Quod placeo (si placeo) tuum est." 



EXMOUTII, Mabcb 16, 1805, 



T 



C.AJVTO I. 



w, 



HILST War, in favage lux'ry, has unfurrd 
His blood-ftain'd banner o'er a fufPring world ; 
Whilft Tyranny uprears his iron hand, 
And grafps convulfive at Britannia's Land ; 
Shall ev'ry Mufe, confounded by the fight, 
Shun the dire fcene, and check her Seraph-flight ? 
Her honeft rage reprefs, nor dare defy 
The Tyrant's gloomy frown and glaring eye ? 
Shall ihe not rather bid her thunders roll, 
And ftrike convi&ion to his guilty foul ? 
Shall (he not rather every thought reveal, 
And (hew that Britons fpeak what Britons feel ? 



But can an humble Bard, unknown to Fame, 
Who boafts no Milton's force, no Homer's flame- 
Can he, prefumpt'ous, fweep the founding firing, 

Infernal deeds of darkeft hue to ling ? 

Yes — tho' unmeet from ignorance and youth, 

Still fhall he rife, upheld by confcious truth ; 

B Shall 
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Shall, with his theme advent'rous, dare to foar, 
And honeft drains from free-born feelings pour. 
So fhall the pleafing hope, the fond defire 
To join the Poet's with the Patriot's fire, 
Urge his extatic flight to Fame's bright goal, 
And ev'ry fear, and ev'ry doubt controul. 



Thus, when an Alpine Wanderer defcries 

Mountains o'er mountains in wild grandeur rife, 
Views giant-cliffs his eager fteps oppofe, 
(Their cloud-capt heads bleach'd with eternal (hows,) 
The thoughts of Home a cheering throb impart, 
The thoughts of Home revive his palfied heart, 
Strengthen each nerve, each frozen finew warm, 
And feas of ice to verdant vales transform. 



In vain the Poet woos the Heav'n-born fire, 
In vain, with daring hand, he fweeps the lyre, 
In vain invokes the Mufe's fecret aid, 
Explores her haunts, and courts Parnaflian fhade, 
If Freedom favour not the ftrain divine, 
Mature each thought, and glow in each warm line.— 

Tranfcendant 
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Tranfcendant Freedom, hail ! propitious fmile, 
And blefs thy youthful Vot'ry's pleafing toil ! 
Let thy pure fpirit, like the orb of day, 
Diffufe its genial warmth thro' ev'ry lay ; 
Let manly ardour ev'ry verfe infpire, 
And fill each languid ftrain with patriot-fire ! 
So (hall the Mufe her honefl zeal impart 
To ev'ry Council, and to ev'ry Heart, 
Impel each Briton to the field of Fame, 
And make him emulate the Roman name. 



Happy the Nation o'er whofe favour'd Land 

Fair liberty has wav'd her blifsful wand ; 
Has fix'd Religion's Empire, and reflor'd 
To Themis' hand the balance and the fword ; 
Has taught the Prince, with all a Parent's zeal, 
His People's joys, and e'en their griefs to feel ; 
Has taught the Subject to revere the laws, 

* 



♦And draw th' avenging blade in Virtue's caufe ; 
This lot is Albion's—— Freedom's fav'rite Ifle ! 
Plenty and Happinefs around thee fmile ; 
O'er thee a Monarch reigns — What Land can bring 
A Monarch Rival to Britannia's King ? 

B2 Who, 
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Who, lov'd by all, to all his love imparts, 
And thinks the nobleft throne his People's heart* 



Here, dwells Religion, rational and mild, 
Not Defpot-Pow'rs, but foft Perfuafion's Child ; 
No Bigot-Phrenzy here, immers'd in blood, 
Commands confent to faith not understood ; 
No Inquifition here, with lawlefs pow'r, 
Difturbs, by cruel threats, Devotion's hour, 
Nor makes the Wretch with ftudied tortures groan 
For cherifhing a tenet not its own : 
But pure Religion, here, with placid eye, 
Regards Mankind as one vaft Family ; 

With love-forbearing ev'ry Se& me views, 
E'en Bigot-Papifts and obdurate Jews ; 
Whilft Britain's Sons, in confcious virtue bold, 
Explore the fierce extremes of heat and cold, 
To chale the (hades of Superration's night, 
To fhed the Gofpel's vivifying Dght, 
And guide the Heathen's fteps thro' fading gloom, 
To Realms of endlefs blifs— to life beyond the tomb. 



Here, with mild fway, impartial Juitice reigns, 
Waves wide the fword, and ev'ry crime retrains ; 



Th J 
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Th' Oppreft relieves, and bows th' opprefiive Great, 
With high-fwoln pride, and fancied worth date ; 
The bribe, the threat, the promife, all are vain, 
She hears them not, or hears them with difdain ; 
Whilft Fraud retires, and Vice wings fwift her flight, 
To lurk in Regions of congenial night. 
Yet Mercy oft', with fmiles of pity, (heaths 
Th' avenging fword, foft iighs of pardon breaths, 
And bids the Wretch by heart-felt crimes depreft, 
Depart, repent, be virtuous, and be bleft. 



Nor lefs does Britain boaft, in war renown'd, 
Her finewy Sons, wkh welL-earn'd laurels orown'd ; 
Some, guide her oaken caftles o'er the main, 
And Tyrant-Pow'r, and Pk*ato»Fraud reftraki ; 
Some, lead her Amies to th* embattled field, 
And the death-dealing Wade for Freedom wi 
Her fame refounds from ev'ry diflant fhore, 
While Nations tremble, wonder, and adore. 



But who, by Pleafure led, can always row 
Thro' vine-clad vallies or the fpicy grove ? 



Who, 
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Who, alvf ays fail on tranquil fummer-feas, 
Gently impelled by each refrefhing breeze, 
Or always feaft the never-fated eye 
On flow'ry meadows and an azure fky ? 
Full oft' alas ! are Mortals doom'd to roam 
Thro' dreary deferts, or the midnight gloom ; 
Full oft' to fleer their courfe where whirlwinds fwe6p 
The lab'ring veflel o'er the foaming deep ; 
Full oft' to dwell where alps on alps are hurl'd, 
Like the vaft wrecks of a demolifh'd world* 
Then turn, my Mufe, from Britain's favoured fhores, 
Where Commerce empties all her richeft ftorefs, 
O, turn thy ravifh'd eyes, (the change how great !) 
To where falfe Gallia frowns, with pride elate ; 
Where, ftern Oppreffion rears his barb'rous hand, 
Where damning Regicide has ftain'd the Land, 
Where, all is woe ! — my Mufe, wing fwift thy flight, 
And plunge my fancy in thefe Realms of night* 



Beneath a Tyrant's yoke fad Gallia groans, 
But ftill this Tyrant's pow'r ufurp'd flie owns ; 
Obeys, yet murmurs at each fell decree, 
Thunders for freedom, yet will not be free ; 



Her 
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Her judgement-feats, with tyranny fevere, 
Bid Virtue tremble, and Religion fear ; 
In vain the mourning Widow feeks relief, 
In vain the Orphan tells his tale of grief, 
In vain the Poor refent the rich Man's wrong, 
In vain the Weak alk juftice of the Strong ; 
The bafe Diftributers of partial laws 
In femblance lend an ear to ev'ry caufe, 
Equal the balance feems, "till luring gold 
Proclaims the Rich — but why the reft unfold ?— 
Enough of Gallic Juftice — Fiend of night, 
A vaunt ! nor check the fhudd'ring Mufe's flight ! 



See ! couch 'd beneath a fan6tity of mien, 
A fair demeanour, and a brow ferene, 
A baleful Monfter ftalks, w ell known to Fame, 
Offspring of France — Hypocrisy his name. 
He mafks the conference of the Rich and Great, 
Pervades the fenate and the hall of ftate, 
Profanes the Temples of th' immortal Lord, 
And ufes, as a fnare, HIS facred word ; 
In ev'ry crime he bears the foremoft part, 
A Saint in look, a Demon in the heart 



Thus, 



t * 3 

Thus, fome vaft charnel-houfe its front uprears, 



iir and magnificent its form appears, 
But look within — nought meets th' enquiring eye, 
Save loathfome relics of mortality. 



For Him, who o'er gigantic Gallia reigns, 
And loads her Sons with Slavery's heavioft chains, 
In him, each diff'rent, daring vice is join'd ;-— 
But let his actions fpeak his Fiend-like mind. 
Learn'd Genealogifts, declare who can, 
From what imperial (lock proceeds this Man ? 
Time-honour'd Charlemagne, does thy rich blood 
Pour thro' his veins its pure unfullied flood ? 
Ye Bourbons, can Napoleon's annals trace 
Their courfe illuft'rous thro' your royal Race ? 
Ah no ! his Mother was Ambition dire, 
And black Hypocrisy his Hell-born Sire ! 



This bold Advent'ker, wfole in beaitilefs age, 
RefolvM with all Mankind fierce war to Wage, 
And ftrive in arms to emulate the fame 
Of Conqu'rors who immortal mefti'ry claim ; 
Too well he ftrove, too foon did headvance 
The Nero of appall'd, devoted Fnmce 1 



His 



I 



Col 

His name fhall live ; Posterity flail know 
The hand which wrought deluded Europe' 
His name fhall live, for ever live accurft, 
As, of all Defpots, direft, gmteft, worft 1 



When Barras, and his fell Compeers had broke 
Diffracted Gallia to their Rebel-yoke, 
Strait they reftiv'd to pour her vagrant Bands, 
Like a fierce deluge, o'er ttatuts Lands. 

m 

Worn down, difeas'd, oppreti by ev'ry -woe 
That Men could feel, or Tyrants covid btftow, 
Thefe haplefs Bands, dead to each fenfe but pain, 
Appear'd a vaft, confus'd, ttxraly Tram : 
To head this Ruffim-Horde, f rom Gallia drr/n, 
Napoleon ! viler Ruffian fat, was giv'n : 
Fierce Defolation marks his fittal way, 
Nor Alp nor Apennirtelm courte can ftay ; 
Pale Honour fits on fair Italia*s Shore, 



And Po's wide ftream tferflewB with human gore ; 

" Uvorno's fainted <3uardian+ (brinks •with dread j 
Fmnxt's Lilly! droops her bluflung head ; 

t St. Jvlia; 

} A nd Lilly wJkttrm+Mhrm*. 



Parthenope's 



Parthenope's fweet drains no longer flow, 

And Rome's imperial Eagles fhriek with woe." 

He fought and conquer'd — Ere one moon had wan'd, 
O'er Rome herfelf the youthful Victor reign'd ; 

Whilft bord'ring States, fore*doom'd, alas, to fall, 

Bow'd to the fervile yoke of haughty Gauh 



With blood-ftain'd laurels crown'd, to France return'd, 
Again Napoleon's bread for carnage burn'd ; 
Till, Pow'r imperial op'ning on his fight, >? 

Each humbler thought foon urg'd its rapid flight* 
Soon he refolv'd the fway fupreme to gain, 
And o'er ill-fated France defpotic reign. 
But Caution check'd what dire Ambition urg'd, 
Nor yet the fnake from covert grafs emerg'd. 
With meek demeanour, and with down-caft eye, 
His plans he form'd— not Envy could defcry 
The hidden purpofe of his foul, or trace 
His fecret meafures in his well-roafk'd face* 
At length compelTd by Barras' ruthlefs Band, - 
To pour his Legions on Ofiris' Land, 
He drove to form the bafis of his pow'r, 
Nor wafte in vain parade the palling hour* 



This 



■r*"^" 



£ " 3 

This done, to diflant Egypt's fliores he led 
Gaul's barb'rous Sons, " fit body for fit head/ 9 



As when unguided Travellers defcry 
A defert drear and vaft before them lie, 
Sudden they flop, and anxious paufe a while, 
To view, with mental eye, th' approaching toil ; - 

Thus, the foreboding Mufe reftrains her flight, 
Nor fprings adventurous' to the dazzling height, 
But turns her mental eye to gory (breams, 
And fields of war, where wide the falchion gleams ; 
In fancy hears the laft expiring groan, 
And paufes ere flbe make fuch woes her own ; 

Ere (he with towering wing attempt tofoar, 

And lead ftrong Fancy to rich JVt/iu ' ftiore* 

But ah, vain hope, to (bar on Egypt's plains, • 

Where Horrour dwells, and Death triumphant reigns ! 

For, like the fatal tree, in Java found, 

"Which fpreads Definition's venom wide around, 

Which brings to earth the tenant of the fldes, 

A lifelefe clod, this fcene forbids to rife. 

Indulgent, then, forgive the trembling Mule, 

Her humble firains and earth-born thoughts ezcufe! 

C2 And 
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And fliould Defcription fail the truth to form, 
In colours glowing, and expreflfions warm, 
Shou'd her bold flight be check'd, to earth depreft, 
Let ftrong Imagination paint the reft. 



On Nilus' fliore amvM, Napoleo-h firove 

The direft paflions of his Bands to move ; 

He bade them fpare «©r Raak,rKff Sex, aor Age, 

But reek on all alike their featfe'tots rtge ; 

He bade them fcorn the pray 'r« the threat, the ten-, 
Nor pow'r divine or human "deign to fear* 

Soon their congenial Chief the Troops Afaeytt, 
Soon from each fcabbard flew the deadly Wade ; 
From Town to Town th'Jnvaders bent tbar *wy, 
And feem'd to dread no barrier bttt delay. 
Here many a pale corfe ftarewUth' fiifttgwn'd Qiore, 
There JVtfrit fair w*t«Fs blufh'd with hmnantgare? 
Rich plains where harvefts once weie wort to ware, 
Now prov'd, alas I th' invaded, Army's gsawe. 

Embattled Bands, oomtniffion'dlo deftmy 
The Swain's beft hopes, and mar his cUareft; joy ; 
Too well their talk accomplifli'4,«ll Aexpaft 
Became at on«e a defolated wafie, 



Soft 



-v.- 
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Soft Pity wept, and e'en Deftruction fat, 
In filent wonder, on the field of Fate. 



Courageous, loyal, Jqff* long withftood 
Th' afTailant Hoft, Hill thirfting after blood ; 
Till prefs'd by Numbers, fcourg'd by Famine's hand, 
She bow'd reluctant to the Gallic Band ; 
Wide op'd her gates — wkh blood the falchion gleam'd— 
Faft fell her boos— her fij»ets with carnage ftream'd— 
Yet, tho' by Gallic fwords full many bled, 
Part to their Prophet's tared Temples fled — 

Then vain was fierce Napoucqh's Jfibem command 

To dye with facrilege.tte Soldier's hand; 

For, when the Vanquifh'd fought the hallow'd Dome, 

* * 

Not War's fell rage cou'd jjteafon's light o'ercome ; 

The Victors pitied, and the fane rever'd, 

Whilft e'en their Gen'ral's threats no more were fear*d« 



Yet he refolvM to fend me Pris'ner. 

Tho* now reprieved, to tPe^th'* oblivious rei^n— 

Too foon the means he found— with new deKght 

His vifage beam'd, as lightning {freaks the night. 

i 

Th' unconfcious Viftims his vile Minions lead 
From noxious dungeons to th' enamel'd mead ; 



WhUft 



Whilft on a rifing ground his Soldiers ftand, 
Averfe, yet doom'd to flay this captive Band. 
The fignal clarion fpeaks — fwift-whlrring fly 
The leaden deaths — groans echo to the Iky !— 
Not Satan's felf, when Eve, with fatal hand, 
Snatch 'd the fair fruit, and brake the dread command, 
Felt half the joy accurs'd Napoleon knew 
When, from afar, he faw the cannon ftrew 
The crimfon'd plain with death, faw ftreams of blood 
Pour thro' the red'ning meads a vital flood. 
Mid the falFn Captives fome fcarce dead were found, 
Tho* writhing with the varied mortal wound 
This, Gallia's Sons, lefs cruel than their Chief, 
Perceiv'd, and flew to give, by death, relief; 
Yet long long time elaps'd ere, (dreadful fpan ?) 
The f word cou'd finifli what the tube began. 



From fcenes like thefe tho' frighted Nature fhrinks, 
And fick'ning Memory trembles as ftie thinks ; 
Tho 9 with juft rage indignant Virtue fwells, 
And the Mufe ihudders at the tale (he tells ; 
Yet muft (he now, in horrour-breathing verfe 
A deed of darker, deadlier damp rehearfe ; 



Yet 
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Yet muft (he paint a fcene of deeper dye, 

Whence Hell herfelf wou f d (brink, whence Fiends aftounded fly. 



Long had the Legions fought in Gallia* s caufe, 
Her pow f r extending by fierce Conqueft's laws ; 
Long the extremes of heat and cold had borne, 
By dangers harrafsM, and by labours worn ; 
Till ftruck by Sicknefs' paralyfing hand, 
Friendlefs and ftarving in a foreign Land, 
Their ipirits fank, grief moiften'd ev'ry eye, 
They feem'd the Sons of filent Mifeiy.— 
This their fell Leader faw, and quick defign'd 
The blacked crime that e'er difgrac'd Mankind. 



To One,* whofe worth muft live endear 9 d to Fame, 
Whilft deathlefs praife humanity can claim, 
Firft, by dark hints, his mind was op'd— atlaft, 
(All ftiame difcarded and all fcruples pail) 
He bade this Man— (fuch deeds can Heavn excufe ?) 
Poifon, in fweet delicious food, infufe. 
The Liftlier flatted, and, in mute furprize, 
Fix'd on the guilty Chief his piercing eyes ; 

*D||«IIU1M* 



Till 
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Till Indignation, mantling on his cheek, 

Uqg'd him thus boidly with Truth's voice to fpeak. 



" Since thou'ft reteafd, ill fpite of Shame's controul, 
1 he Fiend-like purpofe of thy flinty foul, 

Mark well my anfwer— mark it, and repent— 
Nor breathe to other ears Ay feH iritent. 
Here am I plac'd, (perhaps 'twfcs HeaVn's decree,) 
By Gallia's fapient Rulers under thee ; 

Here am I plac'd, to war 'gainft dire Difeafe, 

And bring each Suff 'rer back to health and eaie ; 

To (both the pangs of Thoufands, and to hive 

Our valiant Comrades from an early-grave. 

Shall I, then, hajlen their impending doom ? 

Shall I compel their footfteps to the tomb? 

Shall I forget my God, and arrogate 

The pow'r of fparing life, or dealing fate? 

Perilh the impious thought !"— — By Confcienoe Hong, 

Napoleon anfwer'd not — guilt chained his tongue ! 

But Confidence, heav'nly Maid, tooibon refjgn'd 

Her tranfient empire o'er his harden'd mind ; 

Whilft Fiends of darknefs urg'd him to purftie 

His black intent, and ev'ry fear fubdue. 



Yet 
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Yet was there found fit Inftrument of ill, 
" Whofe poverty confented — not his will :"— 
This wretched Man, to murd'rous deeds unus'd, 
With trembling hand the deathful drug infus'd, 
And, ftiudd'ring, bade the famifh'd Soldiers eat 
The too alluring, too delicious meat ! 
With thoughtlefs hade they fnatch'd the opiate-food, 
With grateful eyes th' overlooking Chief they view'd ; 
But foon thofe eyes they clos'd to ope no more, 

Save on an unknown Realm, a happier fhore, 
Where no barbaric Rends their pow'r employ 

Firft to delude Mankind, and then deftroy.J 



SPIRIT of JUSTICE! fhall fo foul a deed 
Pafs unreveng'd ? — fhall not the Murd'rer bleed ? 

Will not THY thunders Indignation paufc 

Nor dare to queftion Heav'n's unerring laws ! 



This aft complete, the Chief new-fram'd his courfe, \ 
• And led, with eager hafte, his ev'ry Force 
To join thofe Legions which, round Acre's wall, 
Their lines had drawn, refolv'd to work its fall. 

I See Si» Robikt Wntov, and The revolutionary Plutarch. 
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But Acre, guarded by a Patriot-Train 

Of Britain's Sons who ^plough the fubjeft main, 

Gallia's proud Legions long had ftorm'd in vain. 

Firft mid this Band of Britijb Heroes (hone 

Intrepid StoNEY, Valour's fav'rite Son ! 

He firove to animate their gen'rous zeal, 

He bade them brandifh the defying Reel, 

The Soldier's duties with the Sailor's Wend, 

Contemn the num'rous Foe, and Acre's wall defend, 

Nor cou'd Napoleon's utmoft art fucceed 

To tempt our Warrioiirs to th' embattled mead ; 

And when the Town his fkilful Troops affai^d, 

Oppos'd to Briti/b prowefs nought avail'd. 

At length the Chief, by fruMefs toils <tepreft, 

Invokes Defpair to animate his breaft ; 

Refolves fome daring, defp'rate mean to try, 
And quickly conquer, or as quickly fly. 
The mean is tried — but proves, like others, vain, 
Britannia's hardy Sons the Town maintain ; 
Whilft envious Rage and Difappointment Urge 
His fecret paflage thro* the foamy furge 
To Gallia's fliores, where, civil broils aflbrd 
A tempting harveft to the Villain's fword;— 



Ambition's 
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Ambition's vaulting flame refiftlefs burns 
Within his breaft as fwift towards Gaul he turns, 
Leaving vi&orious Sidney to declare 
The glorious iffue of the Syrian war. 



Heroic Sidney, hail ! immortal Fame 
To diflant ages (hall record thy name ; 
Britannia's Genius to thy worth fhall raife 
A tow'ring monument of deathlefs praife, 
And Honour's hand around thy temples braid 
A wreath of laurel that can never fade ! 




D2 
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JL RIUMPHANT, mid the varied fpoils of war, 
See crimfon Conquest whirl his plumy car ! 
On his ftern brow the laurel'd helmet beams. 
Wide from his hand a tatter'd Enfign ftreams ; 
He cafts his trophies at Britannia's feet, 
Whilft thus his words the martial Virgin greet : 



" Behold that Banner f long believ'd by all 
Yon flying Legions of prefumpt'ous Gaul 

Invincible behold the Vet'ran-Band. 

Who wav'd that Banner o'er Italia's Land, 
To thy bold Sons the palm of glory yield, 
And proftrate lie on Afric's blood-ftain'd field \'\ 



Thus he, exulting, fpake, when hoary Nik 
Submiffive bow'd to Albion's diflant Ifl< 



Then all was joy— but joy, infcenes below,. 
Too oft* is mingled with the cry of woe. 
The fun of VicVry flam'd with dazzling light, 
Yet foon was clouded o'er by Sorrow's Night, 



Fdt 
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For Abercrombie fell fupremely brave, 

He gain'd, in Honour's field, a glorious grave— 

Whilft Thoufands hem'd him in on ev'ry fide, 

Whilft from his heart flow'd faft the vital tide, 

Each felfifli dread of private danger loft, 

Dauntlefs he prefs'd upon the Gallic Hoft ; 

With nervous arm ftill dealt the deadly blow, 

And hurl'd deftrudtion on the trembling Foe : 

He broke their ranks, he drove them from the plain, 

And fix'd on Egypt's fhore Britannia's reign. 

Exalted Chief ! thy deeds, for ever great, 

Will mock pale Envy's frown, and Age's date ; 

And when the Youth, who feeks in arms a. name, 

Shall afk a model to direft his aim, 

In rapture young, his hoary Sire fhall cry — 

" Like Abercrombie live, like Abercrombie die \" 



Whilft yet a Nation's grateful forrows flow, 
Whilft yet is heard the voice of public woe, 
O let the Mufe a recent lofs deplore, 
And mourn another Warriour, now no more ! 
Who, mid tumultous fcenes of Indian ftrife, 
Like Egypt's Vi&or, conqueft won with life ; 
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A man in war fo dreadful, yet fo mild 
When dove-ey'd Peace on his lov'd Country fmii'd, 
That o'er his tomb th* afflidted Virtues bend, 

% 

And weep the Patriot, Brother, Hulband, Friend ! 
E'en Ganges' fwarthy Sons lament his fate, 
As Men adore him, tho' as Foes they hate. 
To worth like this, fliall Britons then deny 
. The gen'rous tribute of one heart-felt figh ? 
No —he, a deathlefs monument fliall find 

m 

Grav'd on the living tablet of each mind- 



Lords of the vanquifh'd Eajl ! whose hands have fhed 
Valour's juft guerdon o'er th' heroic Dead, 
Thanks well-deferv'd, in ^Maxwell's name, receive ; 
Tis all the Poet, all the Friend can give ! 



And thou, Briganthm's Duke !* in whom combin'd, 
Dwells ev'ry princely feeling of the mind ; 

fLiBUTEVAVT-CoLONBL M ax will, who fell in India, in the glorious Battle of 
Assye, September 23, 1803. 

Quidquid in Mo amavimus, quidquid mirati sumus, manet, mans arum que est in 
animis hominum, in ceternitatc temporum, Fa ha a brum. 

Tacitus. 

* The ancient Name of York, 

Whose 



Whose kindred Spirit mourns the fallen Brave, 
Whose pow'r has recompensed beyond the grave ; 

O, cou'd the youthful Bard to thee impart 

The warm effufions of a grateful heart, 

Then fhou'd'st thou hear that praife to goodnefs due, 

And own, tho' faintly fketch'd, the portrait true ! 



Again, my Mufe, to haplefs Gallia turn, 
Gallia condemn'd a Tyrant's fway to mourn ! 
Let even-handed Juftice temper Rage, 
Let truth's bright luftre beam thro' ev'ry page, 
Let her this ruthlefs Tyrant's paths purfue, 
And bring his ev'ry thought to public view ! 
Tis done !— Lo ! vile Hypocrify's difguife 
Falls, and reveals his heart to mortal eyes ! 
Thus fades the murky mantle of the Night 
When faflron Morning ftreaks the eaft with light. 



On Gallic Land arriv'd, Napoleon view'd, 
With fated breaft, the retrofpecT: of blood ; 
Whilft fell Ambition's profpe&s met his eye 
Attraaive, brilliant as the noon-day fky, 
Save, when the filent Monitor within 
Wou'd fpeak, to Fancy's ear, his courfe of fin, 



And 
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And urge this fick'ning truth, that foon muft come 

The day when nought is left us but the tomb ; 

When an all-seeing eye will furely fcan 

The deeds, or good or bad, of trembling Man. 

Thefe thoughts wou'd prefs ; but thefe cou'd fcarce impart 

A tranfient fling to his obdurate heart ; 

For, 'fpite of Earth and Heav'n, with daring hand, 

He fwore to grafp the enfigns of command, 

Ulurp the reigns of empire, and advance 

Defpotic Ruler of diftradled France. 

But ftill this fpecious Son of Darknefs knew 

Well to conceal his deep-laid plans from view 

Beneath Companion's garb ; to fcatter woe, 

Yet, by the a6fc, fome noble impulfe fliow ; 

To mould, as ferv'd him beft, the pliant State, 

Yet feem to fnatch it from the jaws of Fate ; 

Nay, well he knew— (infernal (kill ! — ) t'appear 

Tho* barb'rous, pitying, and tho' falfe, fincere. 

Around the crouded Chamber of debate, 

In which Sufpenfe, with equal balance, fat, 

He plac'd the Soldier-Minions of his pow*r, 

To wait the iflue of the coming hour ; 



Then, 
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Then, ent'ring fingly, with determin'd mien, 
Approached the roflrum, calmly view'd the fcene, 
And, whilft each tongue was filenc'd by furprife, 
He fternly bade th* aftounded Stateimen rife. 
Quick, as he fpake, their daggers gleam'd around, 
But, quicker ftill, his Soldiers entrance found ; 
Thus, (conteft impotent, remonftrance vajn) 
The Statefmen pafs'd, a fullen, filent Train I 
So did bold Cromwell feize the rod of fway, 
(When Charles to Rebel-force a Vifiim lay ;) 
So did he, fternly pointing to the door, 
Command our Senators to meet no more. 



This deed atchiev'd, Napoleon rules o'er all 
The former Tyrants of devoted Gaul; 
Yet rules not willing Slaves, for oft' a groan, 
Left they (hou'd make Egyptia's griefs their own, 
Breaks on the gloomy Depot's ffcrtled ear* 
And mingles with his cup the dregs Of fear. 
But foon he drowns the plaintive voic^ of woe 
By gaudy pageants and theatric (how ; 
Soon tempts the light Parijans to .advance, 
And join the mazes of die merry dance ; 



Commands 
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Commands the mufic of die fportive lyre 
To banifh thought, and laughing joy infpire ; 
And bids the viol, and the foft-ton'd lute, 
The tinkling cymbal, and the mellow flute, 
The bread of dull Defpair herfelf to warm- 
Where is the Wretch fweet mufic cannot charm ? 



Well-pleas *d, Napoleon faw his fcheme complete, 
Saw Tyranny and Joy together meet ; 
Saw his gay Subjects fiiatch the pafling hour, 

And triumphed in the fullnefs of his pow'r. 
But guilty Greatnefs, curft e'en here below, 
Virtue's fair Handmaid, Peace can never know ; 
This, the proud Consul found — for fcarcely gain'd 
His giddying height, his long-form'd wifh attained, 
When Death's keen fhafts, with defp'rate fury hurl'd* 
Eflay'd to plunge him in an unknown World; 
By Patriot-Breaits, which heav'd With jufl difdmn, 
At Gallia's tame fubmifliort to His reign; 
A dread machine was fram'd— dil aftrous plan ! 
Since Heav'n decreed his crimes a longer fpan. 
In a fequefter'd ftreet, concealed from vfe\ty 
ty none fufpe&ed, fave a chofen few, 

£2 Thk 
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This dread machine was plac'd, furcharg'd with fate, 
Th* unconfcious Tyrant's near approach to wait : 
He came, but fafely pafs'd— exploded high, 
The iron globes rufh'd whizzing thro' the fky ; 
They flam'd — they fell— they fcatter'd inflant death— 
Then did fweet Innocence refign her breath, 
Whilft blackeft Guilt efcap'd ! — Man, weak and vain, 
Dare not, O dare not Heav'n's decrees arraign ! 
But meekly view, in that eventful hour, 
Th' unerring hand of an Almighty Pow'r, 
Who deigns, for ends beyond our ken, to fpread 
His ample buckler o'er Napoleon's head. 



Uninjur'd— to the domes of ftate return'd, 
The Consul's bread with fierce refentment burn'd — 
Revenge he vow'd— nor brake the vow once made— 
Too foon he bar'd the executing blade ; 
And in his real fliape unblufhing flood, 
Sordid, fufpidous, thirfting after blood. 



Suspicion ! eldeft Progeny of Hell, 
I mark thy meagre form, thy vifsge fell ; 



Thy 
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Thy creeping ftep, thy eager lynx-like eyes, 
The dagger which within thy mantle lies ; 
The hoft of Fears which all thy paths attend, 
And the keen torments which thy bofom rend. 
Thou com'ft — and fmiling Peace for ever flies ; 

Black Phantoms from her parting footfteps rife ! 

Thou look'ft — fair Friendship wings her Seraph-flight, 

And Love flees fwift, difgufted at thy fight ; 

Thou fpeak'ft — and Envy, Malice, Hatred fcowl, 

Enflame the pailions, darken all the foul — 

Thou, like a fever, burn'ft with deadly heat, 

And tear'ft weak Reafon from her tott'ring feat ; 

Thy vengeance falls alike on Friends and Foes* 

Thou know'ft not, nor can ever know repofe. 

Full oft% curft Demon ! at thy gory fhrine, 

Napoleon bows, and owns thy pow'r divine. 

The crouded prifons, each fucceeding day, 

Are op'd their tributary blood to pay: 

Some Viltims, fentenc'd in the mine's dank womb 

To toil unceafing, find an early tomb ; 

Others are doom'd to pine in endlefs night, 
Mid loathfome dungeons far remov'd from light; 



And 
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And others forc'd to leave their native fhore, 
To view their Friends and Families no more, 
No more to taile the fweet delights of home, 
But o'er uncultur'd wafteslone Exiles roam. 
And left fome hand, ftrong-nerv'd with patriot-zeal, 
Should draw, in Gallia's caufe, th* avenging fteel, 
Circajftan fquadrons hem the Chief around, 
That Chief, once val'rous, but who now is found 
To dread a look, and tremble at a found. 



As when a bark, by furious whirlwinds torn, 
Has long, at random, o'er the deep been borne, 
Her harrafs'd Crew, of ev'ry gale the fport, 
Pant to behold and reach the wilh'd-for Port ; 
Thus France, alike diftrefs'd by foreign wars, 
Tyrannic rule, and dire domeftic jars, 
With ardour longs to bid Contention ceafe, 
And moor her veffel in the port of Peace : 
Nor longs in vain — for well Napoleon knows 
His curule chair is compafs'd round with Foes, 
Whom Peace alone can quell— to woo the Maid 
Behold his fubtleft energies difplayU 



Britannia 
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Britannia Mens — fuff'ring Nature fmiles, 
Vulcan awhile repofes from his toils ; 
Difcord is bound by Charity's ftrong chain, 
Sweet Peace rufumes o'er earth her halcyon reign, 
Whilft Plenty, by the hand of Commerce led, 
Once more uprears her long dejected head. 



Again Napoleon triumphs— ev'ry Foe, 

Who fought to lay his new-grafp'd fceptre low, 
Is fled— loud-echoing fhouts of grateful praife 

His toil-worn Subjects to their Ruler raife ; 

Whilft Monarchs, trembling at his wide-ftretch'd fway, 

With adulation's voice their homage pay ; 

His dread decrees with tame compliance hear. 

Nay, bend beneath their rod from felfifh fear. 

And as the waves their Heady progrefs keep t 

O'er the green bofom of the briny deep, 

Till from remoteft India's {bores they roll 

To unknown lands beneath the northern Pole, 

Thus, fierce Napoleon's pow*r, from State to State. 

Extends, 'till o'er the world his word is fate, 

Save where Britannia's enfigns proudly fly, 

And Gallic pow*r, and Gallic craft defy. 



Behold 
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Behold the Swiss, who, mid eternal fnow, 
Stranger to wealth, alike unknown to woe, 

From dire ambition free, and civil flrife, 

Holds the plain tenour of his blamelefs life ; 

Sweet is his reft, he rifes with the day, 

Gay as the lark, and innocent as gay ; 
From morn to eve he hews the rugged wood, 

Or, o'er the mountain hunts his daily food ; 
And when grey Twilight bids bright Sol retire, 
Joins his lov'd houfehold round their cheerful fire, 
Where fweet domeftic joy, (on this fide Heav'n 
The pureft happinefs to Mortals giv'n,) 
Unclouded reigns, and fills his guilelefs mind 
With melting charity for all Mankind. — 
Yet, when Napoleon wide has ftretch'd his reign 
O'er Holland's fliores, and fair Italia 's plain, 
Bent the proud Spaniard to his will, and broke 
The fluggifh German to his galling yoke, 

His eyes he turns to the poor Herdfman's cot, 
■ 
And envies Switzerland her peaceful lot ; 

Nay, draws relentlefs the deep-blufliing blade 

Her unoffending hamlets to invade. 



What 
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What Fury fways thy fierce, inhuman breaft, 
And ftamps thee, gloomy Tyrant, Fiend confeft ? 
Canft thou not fpate the fpot Where loves to dwell 
Meek Virtue's felf, the Peafant's lowly cell ? 
Think'ft thou Helvetia's Offspring will behold 
Their country ravag'd, thdr poffeftions fold ; 
Nor grafp the fwortl to guard their little aH f 
And bravely vanquifh, or as Irfiavely faH ? 
Soon do'ft thou find this (lender Patfidt-Band 



Prepar'd thy dire invafion to withftand*— 
But numbers conquer— andthte rocky fpaoe, 
Where Freedom long has held the fortemoft jflace, 
Becomes a RuFFiAN-Dfc3p6f f s helplefs prey. 
Mourn, Gallia, mourn that curft difgfaceful day! 
The wretched Swiss, tho* hem-d around with Foes, 
Boldly lament their proftrtte OJuntry's woes, 
And, raging, fpurn their chains -^with fhame replete, 
Thoufands refolve to leave their native feat, 
And feek, on foreign {heroes, fome ihelfring ceil 
Where, in fwttet Fiiaeitom 's arms, they yet may dwell 
But O, what fighs their tortartl bofoms heave, 
When their lovM Country, once fo Weft, they leave f 



Let 
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Let Fancy's eye behold, from fome tall brow, 
A hoary Herdfman view the Vale below — 
Hark, how he mournful cries — " Bleft Land, adieu ! 
For the laft time this fcene ador'd I view- 
Behold yon tufted trees— there flood my cot- 
Fierce Defolation now has mark'd the fpot ; 
There fled my earlieft days, thofe days of joy, 
Thofe hours of blifs untainted by alloy ! — 
Behold the tree, it flands e'en now the fame, 
On which, in ruftic pride, I carv'd my name ! 
. Beneath yon aged oak, which (till uprears 
Its giant head, and mocks the lapfe of years, 
Oft 9 did I lead the dance, what time on high 
The moon majeftic rode along the fky ; 
There did I tell the tender tale of love, * 
And there, with her I worflup'd,ms'd to rove ; 
When, bled with all my foul held dear below, 
I knew no crime, nor ever tailed woe. 
But earthly blifs is tranfient— -forrow came, 
And quench'd, for ever quench'd joy's fhort-liv'd flame. 
Our only child, who, with his Cherub-fmiles, 
Was wont to cheer us in our daily toils, 



i » 



Th* 
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Th' Invaders murder'd — impotent to fave, 
I bore him bleeding to the filent grave— 
And as misfortunes, fuch the will of Heav'n, 
Seldom, to Human-kind, are fingly giv'h, 
My Wife, fweet Partner of my ev'ry care ! 
Bent 'neath th' overwhelming load of mute Defpair ; 
And as an earth-worm gnaws the beauteous rofe, 
Cank'ring each tender bloflbm as it blows, 
Till unperceiv'd it haftens to decay, 
Hangs its affli&ed head and dies away ; 
So, when deep forrow prey'd upon her bloom x 
She inward pin'd, and fank into the tomb. 
I faw the deadly tortures of her foul, 
I faw the bitter tear unbidden roll, 
I heard the deep-drawn figh, but half fuppreit, 
I mark'd the dreadful heavings of her breaft— / 

* 

Dire was die ftruggle — many a live-long night 
Her pangs, which like her virtues ihun'd the light, 
Burfl forth without controul — yet morn arofe 
And found her calm and patient in her woes. 
The lad dread ftruggle rame— the hour drew nigh 

When clos'd for ever was her tearful eye ; 



F2 Yet, 



Yet, ere her fpirit took its final flight 

To gain, on Seraph-wings, the Realms of light, 

She prefs'd my hand and cried—" Weep not for me I 
My tow'ring Spirit fhortly will be free, 
And mid refulgent Holts of Angels rove 
To find our Darling in the World Above. 
Yet one fliarp pang aflails my freezing heart— 
From thee, my Beft-Belov'd, from thee to part! — 
But thou wilt follow — I will point the w^y, 
And guide thy fteps to everlafting day. 
Forget me not, when the cold hand of Death 
Has ftop'd, as foon it muft, my fhort'ning breath ; 
For I have lov'd thee , and I love thee now 
As when I made my willing, nuptial vow ; 

Farewell, my Love !" — The fault'ring accents hung 
On her parch'd lips, and died upon her tongue. 



Now a fad Exile, aged and forlorn, 
From ev'ry tie of fond affeftion torn, 
I leave my native mountains, far to roam, 
And feek on foreign Land my laji lpng hpmt. 
But if, Helvetia, time fhou'd ever part 
Thy much-lov'd image from my aching heart, 



If 
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If I prefer not thefe rude rocks that rile 
In hoary grandeur 'bove th* inclement fldes, 
E'en to thofe climes where fpring eternal reigns, 
And with perpetual verdure decks die plains, 
May Heav'n forget me in my feeble age, 
Nor guide my footfteps thro' life's laft drear ftage ! 
Lov'd rocks, farewell ! thefe haplefs eyes no more 
Shall your deep clefts and wond'rous grots explore- 
Again farewell !" — Strong fobs his bofom heave, 
Big tears fall fall upon his tatter'd lleeve ; 
And, as his feet adown the mountain wind, 
" He calls one longing, ling ring look behind." 



Helvetia's Conqu'rour ! if thou canft behold 
Such mis'ries as the forrowing Mufe has told, 
Nor breathe one tender, one repentant ligh, 
Nor let one iron tear bedew thine eye, 
There's not a curfe — But hold ! — Inve6iive's vain ! 



Let the vile Wretch purfue his impious reign- 
Then, mark his end— then, hear his gjoans arife, 
Polluted incenfe to the frowning Ikies—* 
Then, mark the tortures of his mind, and trace 
Their fliarpnefe in his wild, distorted face- 



Tortures 
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Tortures to which, thofe pains that Poets tell 
Prometheus fuffers in the depths of Hell, 

Whilft vultures rend his entrails, are as nought ; 
Tortures too ftrong to bear, too much for thought ! 
Behold the death-bed of this mighty Man, 
When, to its utmoft goal, his race is ran ; 
And then muft Pity, fpite of juftice, warm 
Each feeling Breaft, and Rage herfelf difarm ; 
Then muft we cry, whilft foften'd Nature bleeds— 
" May fuch pangs expiate e'en his blackeft deeds !" 







C^tJVTO III. 

OEE ! from the deepeft, darkeft gidphs of Hell, 
Discord burfls forth, with horrour-breathing yell ; 
Infuriate, fee ! her new-forg'd chain fhe breaks ; 
A blazing torch in either hand (he takes ; 
Wv£&fC*f Her flaming eye-balls widel y glare around, 

With deadly fcorpions are her temples bound ; 
She ftalks in tatter'd blood-ftain'd robes array'd, 
Whilft from her bofom gleams the murd'rous blade. 
Hark, how fhe frantic laughs ! then, fhrieking loud, 
From their dank dungeons calls a grifly Crowd- 
In hafte Bellona mounts her gory car, 
" Cries, havock ! and lets flip the dogs of War." 
The Furies fwift obey their kindred Queen, 
And Death, grim-fmiling, bounds the dreadful fcene. 
Discord tranfported, bids each blefling ceafe, 
And burfls the bands of Charity and Peace ; 
Then cries, exulting—" Fiends of Hell, advance f 
Definition calls us to the fhores of Jrance ; 
Thence fhall my direft thunder-bolts be hurl'd, 
And fcatter mis'ry o'er a groaning World/ 4 



• • 
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She fmiles malign— TV obedient Band of Night 
To Gallia's empire wing their baleful flight ; 
There Discord* rears on high her fnaky crefr, 
And darts its venom at 'Napoleon's breaft. 
Strait he refolves Britannia to provoke, 
Unfheathe the fword, and bend her to his ydke ; 
Calls her unfaithful, arrogant, and bafe^ 
And vows extermination 'to her Race* 
Whitworth, on thee, in infolence of pow'r, 
He pour'd his goading taunts each parting hoUr ; 
Nay, dar'd revite thy King— Man, ^Ver vain, 
Oft' looks with leorn on Worth he cannot ^aih ! 
But thou, humanely cautious* wifely cdc^ 
Did'fl all thy wounded feeling? nobly nda, 
Till Albion bade thy long-pent QbgaHkrtr, 

m 

And once again procfaka her Gallia'* Foet 



Britannia now, with a raluftant h&nd, 
Roots up the olive which had i^efaUtheLand 

So lately honeft indignation fires 

Her hardy Sons— KM»e patfiot-vvifli iniptfaei 
Each ardent Breaft, hej^pptlefs/famertD^gwaW*. 
And give injurious France a juftreward. 



The 
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The gen'rous Mafliffthus, will lamb-like prove,. 
If tam'd by gentlenefs, and footh'd by love; 
But ufe him hardily, quick his paffions rife, 
And all the lion fiafhes from his eyes. 



Napoleon's vaft flotillas, at one Mow, 
Now threat to lay Bectajthia's fceptrc low ; 
His camps wide-fpreading Ene the fea-beat onft* 
And thus proclaim aloud their empty boaft : 
m Let JEolus reftraia bis fieroer pow'rs, 
And, ere two fims defend, proud JUUm ifaall he ours !** 
Vaporing how win Wfhou'd Gallia print tins Land, 
A fword wou'd brighten in each Britijbhand, 
Hurl quick deftrudlion at th* Invader's head, 
And heap th* embattPd fliore wUh mounds of Dead. 



Ye, who, compelTd by noooercive kws, 
Stand forth the Champions of your Country's caufe, 
WHO,fldll'd to raife the dome or till the field, 
By Freedom taught die fword of warfare wield ; 
Who erft, when GalUa threatened to invade, 
Beat the dull plough-fliare to the bick'ring blade ; 



G Who, 
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Who, whilft your hearts heav'd high with patriot zeal, 
Swore to protedl Britannia's noble weal ; 
To you, the Mufe her votive offering brings, 
To you, the youthful Poet boldly fings ; 
And cou'd one fpark of that celeftial flame 
Which guides your footfleps to immortal fame, 
Thefe languid ftrains with patriot warmth infpire, 
4t And raife to extacy the living lyre/* 
Then, fhou'd my hand courageous fweep the firing, 
And all your worth and all your valour fing ; r 
Then, if thefe ftrains fhou'd live, might diftant fhores 
From Tanais' ftream to where Wide Ganges pours, 
Imbibe your fpirit, loud your praife proclaim, 
And unborn Ages deify your name. 
As the gay luftre of the morning light 
1 Tranfcends the brightnefs of the Queen of Night, 
As the refplendant fun's meridian blaze 
Tranfcends the humble taper's modeft rays, 
So does a Warriour who Jponianeous arms 
To fliield his native foil from War's alarms, 
Surpafs thofe Soldiers who, compell'd, advance 
Unwilling Champions of tyrannic France. 

Can 
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Can Soldiers fo compell'd by hated laws 
To draw the fword in an Usurper's caufe, 
Can they 'gainft Men who fight for more than life, 
A Friend belov'd, a Child, a faithful Wife, 
Can they 'gainft Men thus trebbly arm'd fucceed ? 

Can they fuch Men to abje<5l bondage lead ? 
WouM Britoks fee the Prince their hearts obey, 
The gracious Alfred of this latter day — 
Diftra&ion's in the thought ! — flow drag the chain 
Beneath a foreign Defpot's hateful reign ; 
In feeble age condemned perhaps to groan, 
Mid dungeons dank, unfriended, and alone ? 
Wou'd they behold their Daughters torn away 
To foreign Realms, their Wives the Ruffians' prey v 

« 

Their fouling paftures to a defert turn'd, 
Their Ports dilmantled, and their Cities burn'd ? 



No— not till Britain's Navies ceafe to reign* 
Triumphant o'er the iubjugated main, 
Not till old Thames QaaNL pour a crimfon flood, 
And all his banks o'erflow with human blood,. 
Shall Gaul fucceed— and then, like him, whofe blade 
Gor'd the fair bofom of the Roman Maid, 



* 



Ga The 
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The Sons of Britain, rather than behold 
Their Wives polluted, and their Children Ibid, 
Wou'd plunge them headlong in the roaring wave, 
Then, defp'rate fight, till the wide-yawning grave 
Shou'd ev'ry Man iron Gallic bondage lave. 



As the ftrong Yeflfel which the wild winds urge 

Sweeps in proud grandeur o'er the foamy furgev 
And whilft huge billows lafir her thiek-rifcb'd fides, 

Secure within herfelf uninjur'd rides; 
So, Britain braves each furious gafeonade, 
And, ftrong within herfelf, demands no foreign aid; 
Soon is Napoleon taught our wrath to dread, 
Soon are our Fleets before his harbours fpread ; 
His armies vainly threat to crofs the deep, 
His vail Flotillas in their Ports we keep? 
His commerce ceafes, and triffcofierefail, 
Whilft murmurs vex him, and da*k ptote affail. 
Foil'd in his fav'rite plm, "gainft foreign* Foesr, 
Yet thirfting ftill for bfood, his anger rofe 
'Gainft the fmaS Remnant of the Bourbon Line, 

i 

Whofe faireft Branch, at Hell-born Murder's flirine, 



He 
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He fought to immolate— th* hiftoric page 
Records not, in the moft barbaric age, 
A crime fo hateful, yet enlighten'd France 
Allows her gloomy Tyrant to advanee 
This further Hep in ill, and brave Ekohein, 
Whofe breaft was fpotlefs Virtue's chofen fane, 
By arts e'en Fiends might blufti at, to enfhare, 
On neutral ground, beneath a Sov'reign's care. 
Shame on the Prince who thus is Treach'ry's Tool ! 
Shame on the People who endure his rule! 



As Satan's felf oft* wiflies to appear 
In femblance winning, and in honour clear, 
So fell Napoleon feeks forae fpeekms plea 
To varnifh Murder — foul Confpiracy 
He feigns at work, fwears Enohein is her Chief, 
And claims, from Gallic juftice, qmck reBef. 
Yes — if firm fealty to a lawftd Lord 
Can merit dungeons, tortures, and die fword, 
Enghein deferv'd his fete, and all the Brave, 
Who perifh'd with him, met a weH-earn'd grave. 



Deep 
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Deep night prevail'd— Nature, with trembling hand, 

Shock'd by this deed of horrour, o'er the Land 

Her blacked mantle threw— the deep-mouth'd bell 

Toll'd heavy, for it toll'd a Hero's knell. — 

By the dim taper's glimmer, forth was led 

The youthful Vi6lim, foon to join the Dead. 

Silence reign'd aweful, fave when Zephyr's breath , 

In fighs obtruded on this fcene of death. 
Italia 9 s Soldiers hem'd Enghein around ; 

He look'd ; no Gaul amid the Band he found, 

Then cried — " High Heav'n, I thank thee ! for, this time, 

My Countrymen have 'fcap'd a damning crfjne, 

Since I by foreign hands lhall fall." — This faid, 

The Murd'rers fir'd — the Prince's fpirit fle^. 



Ill-fated Youth, farewell f tho'fculptor'd buft 
And trophied urn ace rais'd not o'er Ay duft, 
Thy name (hall live ; and oft', when penfive Night 
Has chas'd the dazz'ling day-ftar's garifh light, 
Gallia's admiring Sons (hall feek thy grave, 
Drop virtuous tears, and cry—" Here lies the Brave ! 



Nor lefs, O Pichegreu, (hall thy fate remain 
On fell Napoleon an eternal (lain ; 



Since 
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Since Truth indignant fears not to reveal 
The fecret murder he wou'd fain conceal. 



Had'ft thou, Moreau, but borne a nobler part, 
And fpoke thofe thoughts which mark a Hero's heart, 
Then, wpii'd true Patriots ftill thy worth revere, 
And hand it down, to future ages dear. 
Why forfeit fame to win a fliort reprieve ? 
Difgrac'd, condemned thy native Land to leave, 
Soon will thy fpirit be by Treach'ry fent 
Where thy more noble Comrades freely went. 



Tho' laft not leaft, bleft Shade of Georges arife, 



And fhine in noon-tide fplendour on our eyes ! 
Thou, tho* imprifon'd in a Tyrant's pow'r, 
Expos'd to taunts and tortures ev'ry hour, 
Didft fcorn his rebel-rule, and, day by day, 
For thy true Monarch's reftoration pray ; 
E'en Freedom's felf, by mean fubmiflion earn'd, 
At an Usurper's feet, thy virtue fpurn'd ; 
Nay, when at length the fatal morn was come 
When thou wert fentenc'd to the filent tomb, 



Who 
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With faint-like calmnefs, whh undaunted mien, 

Thy eyes beheld the horrour-ldncffing fcene, 

To Heav'n thy thoughts, by Fervour wing'd, arofe, 

Nor aik'd for vengeance on thy murdVous Foes ; 

And, as thy bofom prefs'd the block of death, 

" God fhield my King !*' thou faid'ft— then fwiftly fled thy breatfc. 

Heroic Georges ! till time exift no more, 

Shall ev'ry loyal Heart thy name adore. 



Discord's curft woof is wove, her work complete ; 
The blood of Bourbons bathes Napoleon's feet I 
But fell Hypocrisy, his earlieft Guide, 
The Helmfman who, thro' Fortune's changeful tide, 
His vent'rous veffel fteer'd to Empire's goal. 
With new and deeper guilt pollutes his foul 

Decades full long had occupied the place 
Which erft a weekly fabbath ferv'd to grace ; 
Each feventh day too much was deem'd for Heav'n, 
Each tenth fuffic'd, and grudgingly was giv'n : 
But confcious that the bold, excurfive mind, 
In Fealty's bands no human laws can bind, 



Unaided 
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a y» } 

to pray, V 

:h feventh day ; J 



Unaided by Religion's potent fway, 
Napoleon bids his People learn 

And once more give to God each feventh day 
The facred Crofs with ardour drives to raife, 
Commands the Priefts to celebrate his praife ; 
Nay dares himfelf, amid the Monkiih Train, 
Approach the King op Kings' negle6led Fane. 
He varies quick, ungoaded by Remorfe, 
Religion's garb, as Fortune turns her courfe ; 
Thus, warring oh Ofiris' blood-ftain'd fhore, 
The Crefcent, as a fpecious mafk, he wore, 
Became a Muflulman in procefs due, 
Stamp'd on the Crofs, and fwore the Koran true ; 
To Gaul return'd, the Crofs he can revere, 
In outward (how a Catholic auftere ; 
Yet be — O need the Mule the reft narrate ? 
An Infidel, whole only God is Fate. 
Thus the Camelion, fporting in the (hade, 
Appears in garb of grateful green arra/d, 
Beams with bright yellow in the funny ray, 
But ftill in faft retains its native grey. 



Each Rival vanquifh'd, by the weak decree 
Of a weak Senate, falfely titled free, 

H Behold 
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Behold the wily Corsican advance. 

* 

Acknowledged Emp'rour of degen'rate France* 
Aided by foreign Myrmidons, vray'd 
In all the ermin'd pomp of vain parade, 
He comes — his abjeft Senate crowd around, 
Bow at his feet, and meanly kifs the ground ; 
Then, as the Parafites obfequious rife, 
Extol his worth, and laud him to the floes. 
Next, ftruggling with Difeafe, bow'd down by yearn, 
The Monarch of the triple Grown appears, 
(From life, and all her tinfel glare* unweea'd,) 
To fanftion Guilt, to dignify a Fiend ! 



Spirits of Papal Fathers ! ye, whofe throne 
Erft 'bove the proudeft temp'ral Monarchy fhone, 
Who, at your footftool faw fubfervient Crowns, 
By fmiles who pardon'd, and who damn'd by frowns, 
Behold your SuccefTor, to virtue dead, 
Anoint this vile, this Arch-Apostate's head ! 
Can ye reprefs your grief* your fcorn* your rage, 
Nor blot the impious deed from Clio's page ? 



The Priefthood now, this bkck example giv'n, 
By pray'rs unhallow'd tempt the wrath of Heav'ri, 



+ 
Napoleon's 
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Napoleon's eulogy unblufhing fing, 

And bid the Temples with Hofannahs ring. 

Yet, tho' his brow a diadem adorns, 

Th' Usurper finds it thickly fet with thorns ; 

His word is pledg'd Definition's fhafts to pour 

At frowning Albion's ocean-guarded fhore— 

" Set on !" he cries— his Navies crowd the Port, 



is Legions thicken in the Camp and Fort ; 
Britannia's fceptre muft become his own, 
Or France may hurl him from his new-rais'd throne. 
Fearful alternative ! for if he dare 
Infult our confines with the din of War, 
He falls — and who his after-fate can tell ?— 
It fits not Man on fuch a thought to dwell. 
Thus, when a Sailor off Calabria's fhore, 
Hears Scylla and Charibdis near him roar, 

In filent terrour o'er the prow he bends, 
Deftruftion threats, for Death on both attends. 



Whilft dread Sufpenfe, word torture Guilt can know ! 
Converts Napoleon's every joy to woe, 
Let vs, in confcious virtue firmly bold, 
His fam'd Flotillas and ftrong Camps behold. 

See! 
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See! flow-defcending from celeftial fpheres, 
Mild Unanimity's fair Form appears ! 

« 

Her placid brow the palm and olive, bind, 

Round her white wand two ferpents fleep entwin'd ; 

Worth, Wifdom, Valour, her fweet voice obey, 

And Conqueft follows where (lie leads the way ; 

O'er Albion's fhores, behold, fhe waves her wand, 

To Albion's fhores condu&s her willing Band — 

The clarion founds— an adamantine chain 

She throws around Britannia's Warriour-Train, 

That Warriour-Train, who, fir'd by patriot-zeal, 

Spontaneous fwore with life to guard Britannia's weaL 

God of our Fathers ! hear thy Suppliant's pray'r I 
O make this Nation thy peculiar care ! 
And when the battle flames, when, thro' the fty, 

, The leaden death? in loud-tongue'd vollies fly, 
From us avert them, turn them on our Foes, 

And, to their might, thy mightier arm oppofe ! 

For thofe Protedtors of their Country's laws 

Whom thou (halt doom to perifh in her caufe, 

O may their blood that grateful country fave, 

May they obtain th' ambition of the Brave, 

A crown that fadeth not in Realms beyond the grave ! 

FINIS. 

Wooltner, Printer, Excttr. 
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